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FAGOPDOBIA 


Swaal Rey ENS 


“You got it on tape?” Steve asked incredulously, looking over Carla’s shoulder. 

“Yeah, we used the camcorder to document differential growth in the Bryophyte 
experiment!” Carla, the slender graduate student exclaimed. “I left the room to pick up 
some dry ice, she forgot to turn it off, and we caught the whole thing!” Steve and Carla 
walked at a hurried pace down the beige marble hallway of the Madison University 
Biology Wing of the Life Sciences building; the fast pace of their walk was not only 
due to their desire to reach their destination hastily, but it was also out of fear of who 
they might encounter along the way. 

“Sooo... there’s no chance that what’s happening was just an accident?” Steve asked 
hopefully. Carla arched a red eyebrow at him in silent admonishment at this unlikely 
conclusion, her white lab coat fluttering behind her. 

“Right, no chance. Somebody’s got a vendetta.” Steve rolled his blue eyes as he 
straightened his navy blue long-sleeved shirt. “After all these years, some people will 
just never be able to accept them!” 

“The magic changes things; it brings as much humiliation as help,” Carla explained. 
“So many people, even after all this time, just can’t handle it. They can’t cope with the 
changes that are possible these days, and they have no choice but to blame the Fae.” 
But this was merely conventional wisdom on Carla’s part. Ever since the Celestial 
Conjunction several years ago, every country on Earth had been forced to answer the 
new dilemma, to respond to the Shift in reality. It was a rare alignment of planetary 
bodies and stellar phenomenon, unlocking a hidden reservoir of cosmic power on Earth; 
it was nothing short of the power of Magic itself; as Ancient Myth had recorded in 
cultures around the world. 

Riding the tide of this new power — new at least, to conventional science — came the 
inheritors of the magic, the creatures that both embodied and depended upon this power 
for their existence. When the Conjunction strengthened, these creatures of magic had 
begun pouring forth onto the Earth in large numbers. 

Giggling wildly, a half-naked woman ran towards them from the opposite end of 
the hallway. She possessed only a blue bikini bottom, her topless breasts bouncing 
wildly in jiggling arcs of titflesh as she scampered in glee. At least, from a distance an 
observer would assume she was a typical woman. But that was a matter of some debate. 
Anatomically, she was similar, but from up close no sane person could mistake this 
creature as being wholly human. 

Her skin seemed pale, but was in fact glistening with opalescent highlights, almost 
as if she’d smeared herself with Mother-of-Pearl skin lotion. Otherwise her nearly- 
naked body was perfect; too perfect. Not the slightest trace of mole, scar, or imperfection 
marred her impossibly nubile body. From closer range, within 15 feet as she was now, 
the eerie flawlessness of her form almost seemed air-brushed, or like a computer- 
generated video-game babe. 

Yet as the giggling, chortling creature neared Steve and Carla, there could be 
absolutely no doubt that she was flesh and blood; smooth flesh... bosomy flesh... her 
wobbling whoppers were larger than any merely human female could hope to grow 
naturally — or would be comfortable with. Each of her boobs was of a diameter equal to 
the largest of natural fruits; not unlike the size of the largest of cantaloupes. Most 
unusual perhaps, was that this creature’s breasts had almost golden, champagne-colored 
areoles and nipples. But despite her otherworldly origin, Steve’s male instincts shouted 
at him that these females were very, very suitable as sex partners. 

Steve had grown accustomed to such sights over the years, but even still, he simply 
could not stop his body from responding to the offering of ripe feminity before him. 





He gulped, breathing deep, trying not to look too excited. This one was an elf; beneath 
her silvery mane of lustrous hair were upswept, pointed ears, tapering into peaks that 
conveyed a wondrous sense of otherworldly elegance. Yet creatures like her — the Fae, 
as they were collectively known — were actually not very skilled in human fashion or 
decorum. 

In short, they were sluts. There was no denying it. Really, it wasn’t their fault 
exactly. As the power of Magic had faded from the mystical land of Faerie, the Fae 
birthrates had dropped steeply. Their health and longevity had begun to decline in the 
old days, and their males — or lack thereof. Generally, the rate was twenty females to 
any one Fae male. And many species, like the elf running towards them, had none at 
all. No male elves had lived long enough to make the crossing to Earth; just bosomy, 
horny females. 

“What the... that’s cum isn’t it?!” Carla asked accusingly as she focused upon the 
otherworldly creature. Indeed, caked trails of human semen had dried upon her face 
and chest, and the elf seemed to find the whole thing simply hilarious. 

Steven paused, blue eyes surveying the closed office doors of the biology faculty. 
Tilting his square-jawed chin, he took a few brief sniffs of the air, a suspicious gleam 
in his eyes. The smell was sweet, sugary, a scent wafted through the air near the... yes! 
Near the ceiling! A ventilation shaft! The smell emanating from it was not unlike that 
of a... well... like a candy bar really. 

“That smell...” he began. Carla fixed him with a steely gaze from her emerald- 
green eyes, and nodded somberly. Cursing, Steve began to run towards the last office 
down the hall, this could be serious! Rounding the corner, the pair entered a narrow 
alcove, within which lay more office space. And here... Room 269, it was HER office. 
Steve stopped and examined a small tray affixed to the wall near the door, containing 
graded papers to be picked up, scientific articles to be examined, and a pair of hot- 
pink, women’s panties. That sugary smell was even stronger here... 

“Chocolate.” Steve gulped. He began reaching for the door; feminine moans reached 
their ears from behind the thick wood. Impossibly, the heavy, lacquered wood of the 
door had begun... to sprout? Little green sprigs were growing from within the door 
itself! She HAD been busy! This hadn’t happened in awhile. A delicate hand grabbed 
his. 

“STEVE! What’re you thinking?” recriminated Carla. “ You can’t walk in on her 
now?! The Pheromones would drive you crazy! She’s not in control of herself; probably 
barely aware of her environment! One whiff of her and you’d become a.. a... rutting 
beast! Well... even more of a beast than men are anyway...” complained the red-headed 
molecular biology graduate student. 

Jerking his hand away as if from a hot stove, Steve’s brow furrowed in consternation. 
“Right... right... Pm so worried I nearly forgot; I'm thinking about her mental state, 
not her body chemistry.” 

“UUUUUUNNNGH..... COCK......” came a wailing, feminine voice. 

“She’s delirious right now; her metabolism is in shock...” explained Carla, her eyes 
widening. 

“But in minutes she’ ll become more lucid....” continued Steve, “and the only thing 
she’ll be able to think about is finding a... er....” 

“You can say it Steve, I’m a big girl. When she wakes up she’ll want, well... a 
stud.” 

Past the pair, in the main hallway, a somewhat portly, middle-aged man stumbled 
out of the central Biology Department office; his face was obscured by a naked woman 
straddling his chest, wrapping arms and legs around his middle, the better to smother 
his face with her prodigious bosoms. But no... she wasn’t really a woman, no human 
could possess such perfect skin, nor such buoyant boobs. Her pink hair and pointed 


ears marked her as an elf. A very horny, very naked elf. 3 


“MMMMMLLPHFE... You... MMPH.... Still don’t... get... get an “A’...” mumbled 
the besieged academic. The elf was laughing maniacally, as if someone had told her 
the world’s funniest joke. Even for their kind, this was unusual behavior. As if to 
challenge his resolve at this prior announcement, an elf of similar size and color, (a 
sister perhaps?) leapt at the professor, tackling his pelvis and deftly unfastening his 
pants. Swifter than any human woman could have managed, the rapidly enlarging 
penis was inhaled into the elf’s mouth for a bout of supernaturally skillful fellatio. The 
awkward trio collectively shambled out of Steve’s line of sight. 

Trying to ignore the scene, Steve swallowed deeply. “The problem is, the poisoning 
may have a permanent effect; not that I... well normally I certainly don’t mind all... 
this...” Steve began sheepishly. “But... if the situation is as bad as I think it is... the 
victims might suffer permanent brain damage!” He ran a hand through his shock of 
blond hair. “Wait... let me think.... the EMMT’s are probably on the way, but I doubt 
they have enough antidotes to cure so many Fae... I.. I think we’ll need to take matters 
into our own hands...” he began, boldly. There was a sound of rapid footsteps close by. 

A human girl with raven-black hair stumbled into view, her black pony-tail fluttered 
in a disheveled arc behind her, as she ran frantically through the Biology department. 
She turned, then did a double-take, surprise flashing over her features as she recognized 
a familiar face. 

“Carla! The Fae!! They haff gone... crazy!! You work weeth the Green One; do you 
know anythingk?” Svetlana still needed a bit of work on her English, but most boys 
found her accent endearing. Even more endearing was the ample bosom contained in a 
white, sleeveless tube-top. Her grapefruit-sized tits were just at the cusp of acceptability, 
the size at which most women felt magical breast enlargement unnecessary. Carla 
herself believed in an ethic of mature austerity, accepting her B-cup mounds, feeling 
that accepting what nature gave her was the more dignified position. 

Carla nodded soberly in answer to Svetlana’s question. And held up the camcorder 
to indicate the capture on digital storage of the entire incident that had precipitated the 
orgy. 

“We were just about to watch the gory details,” explained Steve. “Carla recorded 
something that will explain all this.” Svetlana approached, entering the alcove, her 
own nipples hardening in sympathy at the lurid cries from within Office 269. Trying to 
ignore the frantic demands for a penis — as if one would fall down from the sky — the 
three humans crowded around the digital device. The side of the camcorder flipped 
open, revealing a plasma flat-screen. Adjusting the touch-pad buttons on the top, Carla 
programmed the device to rewind and reproduce its images upon the small screen. The 
image was sideways; the camcorder having been apparently dropped when the 
disturbance started. 

“*...not surprising that you don’t recognize me, slut!” snarled a slender, aging human 
woman who looked to be perhaps in her mid-fifties. A web of fine wrinkles across her 
face suggested advancing age. She wore a prim and proper white business shirt, and 
matching slacks. Her frame was almost entirely shapeless; if either bosoms or hips 
lurked within her austere exterior, neither was in evidence from the outside. Her close- 
cropped, silver-grey hair shone white in the harsh fluorescent illumination of botanical 
research laboratory 26-B. The older intruder carried, oddly enough, a pressurized, 
steel canister of the type normally used to contain either volatile gases, or exotic 
chemicals in liquid form. Attached to that was a hose and small spray nozzle, much 
like the sort of equipment you might use to spray weed killer in great volumes. 
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The woman across from her, less than six feet away, was a vision of seduction. She 
was not wearing a lab-coat, expecting only a short stay in the lab, and her green blouse 
concealed braless, flawless melons of womanly promise to put any human to shame. 
Her black skirt concealed shapely legs of toned splendor; just muscled enough to convey 
the image of healthful vigor, yet not so sinewy as to be distracting. Her perfect skin 
had a golden bronze tint that suggested a somewhat exotic, Mediterranean heritage, 
but without any of the flaws that might result from a lifetime amongst sun and surf. Yet 
all knew that she had originated far from any Earthly nation, or even Earth itself. She 
was one of the first of Faerie-kind ever to earn a Ph.D. in a natural science, despite her 
relative lack of human discipline. Lily’s encyclopedic knowledge of the natural world 
and genius-level intellect had carried her to places she couldn’t get to just by virtue of 
her boobs. 

Her elegantly upswept facial features seemed highly glamorous by fashion model 
standards, but also with a subtle hint of an otherworldly nature that was as captivating 
as it was elusive. She was not an elf, did not have the tapering ears. Anatomically the 
creature seemed very human, yet even if her hair was not a shimmering cascade of 
meadow-green, emerald-hued splendor, the nearness of such a creature tended to send 
off primal signals in the humans she worked with that she was definitely not one of 
them. Her accuser pointed at the green-haired beauty with a shaky, condemning finger. 

“ AND YOU THOUGHT THAT WHAT YOU DID TO ME WAS A MERCY!!!” 
She spat that last word, as if toxic to her tongue. “T VE TRIED MY BEST TO WORK 
AROUND THE CURSE YOU PUT ME UNDER; BUT MY COUNTERMEASURES 
WILL FAIL SOON; AND EVERYONE WILL SEE WHAT YOU DID TO ME!!!!” 
The green-haired woman frowned curiously, taken aback by the fury of this accusation. 
A rose blossom in her hair, one of three flowers, turned, seemingly of its own accord, 
towards the fluorescent light source. 

“Janet Hardwicke?” asked the Fae creature curiously, as if not believing her own 
answer. The human grunted, gritting her teeth before speaking again. 

“This... *RRRNT* is what I USED to look like; I ve tried countless glamours to try 
and regain my lost... dignity. I thought I could trust you, Professor LILY!” She spat out 
this word too, onerous to her tongue. “I respected you as a colleague! A fellow educator; 
and then I made the mistake of confiding in you...” snarled the human. Strange... she 
didn’t seem as old as before... as if the fine lines and crow’s feet around her face 
were... fading? 

“Hmm? Janet? You looked much nicer the last time I saw you,” objected Lily, 
green eyebrows rising in confusion. 

“NICE?! YOU MADE MEA SLUT!! A SLUT LIKE YOU!!!” roared the enraged 
human. “I merely told you that I was infertile, and never expected to ever get married! 
And you... you...” 

That was the thing about nymphs, creatures like Lily, they seemed to possess this 
almost evangelistic fertility. They seemed to be driven by a primal need to cause 
everyone and everything around them to screw like rabbits in heat. Nymphs acted 
under a bizarre, instinctive compulsion to try to encourage sex and breeding whenever 
possible. 


“Yes, I remember, I just couldn't bear the thought,” protested Lily, hands in a pleading 
posture. “A lifetime with no men?! No sex!? I respected you too much to —” As Lily 
pleaded her case, Ms. Hardwicke doubled over, grunting with sensations as painful as 
they were pleasurable. 

“Y-your fault... my Wards are wearing off...!” Janet dropped her head for less than 
five seconds, yet when she raised it again where the camera could see her, all those 
watching the small plasma screen were taken aback. The fine lines of a woman in her 
twilight years had vanished! Her skin became smooth, supple, cheeks and face youthful. 
Before their eyes, lips filled out into a ruby red patch of flesh as moist as it was kissable. 
Her severe crew-cut lengthened slowly into a luxuriant mane. “You dirty little faerie 
whore,” grumbled the youthening human. “Corrupting all the Earth with your vile 
magic!” Her chest seemed to be quivering as she spoke. “Trying to... outbreed us....” 
Was her chest... getting bigger? 

“Outbreed?” protested the flustered nymph. A pink chrysanthemum in her hair for 
some reason folded back into a bud, and retreated below her hairline. “Since the Celestial 
Conjunction, the human birthrate in... almost all countries has risen by an average of at 
least 300 percent! Why worry?” 

“You want... want to talk about... human birthrates?” As Janet angrily protested, 
her voice became progressively higher, approaching a girlish, falsetto chirp much like 
that of an angry canary. And something was definitely wrong with her chest. She 
clutched herself, and it seemed on camera as if someone, somehow had stuffed a pillow 
underneath her suit. “You call THIS human!?” And with that she tore open her dress 
suit in a fit of rage. 

Sweeping globes of pure, perfect tit flowed forth from the tormented fabric. Perhaps 
in anticipation of this breach, Janet had worn no bra to speak of. The vast bulges of 
boob pressed into the gap between her wrists, rampant titflesh thrusting, throbbing, 
surging forward, gaining cup sizes every five seconds, as Janet Hardwicke progressed 
further into her irresistible transformation from aging academic to Porn-Queen Supreme. 
Nipples lengthened, rising in triumph, areoles spreading from nickel-sized, to 
medallions, to coasters upon each bosomy mountain. It was difficult on the tape to 
estimate their exact size, but each creamy boob was easily large enough for the woman 
to fit her entire head inside of, had they been helmets. Nor were they finished growing! 
That was it; this Hardwicke woman must have been enchanted by Professor Lily into 
an over-sexualized, youthful form. Janet had been using other magic to try and suppress 
the effect, but only temporarily! Now, she was reverting; Janet could not break Lily’s 
enchantment, so no matter what magic suppressants she tried, she would always become 
a gorgeous nympho-slut again. 

Grunting in humiliated frustration, Janet jerked and shifted as the rest of her body 
filled out beneath her dress suit. Though she had taken deliberate measures to obscure 
herself, ample womanly curves revealed themselves in the stresses and swells of the 
cloth. 

“You Fae...” Porno-Janet began caustically. “You think that ALL women crave... 
gigantic breasts larger than basketballs... you think we all want superficial sex-appeal, 
and would sell our souls to pander to some demented male fantasy! So immature!” Her 
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admonition, spoken in the perky chirp that her voice had become, seemed to take the 
fire out of her words. “I’m better than that! P’ m bigger than that!” And she kept getting 
bigger yet. In the time it took to protest her dismissal of feminine beauty thus far, 
jutting nipples, crowning her burgeoning baby-feeders, had traveled a full three inches, 
carried onward by the explosive growth of the girl-globes they rode upon. Three more 
inches past the joint in her wrists from where Porno-Janet held apart the ruins of her 
suit. Wait... make that four inches... 

“I had dignity once,” Nympho-Janet declared. “I had the... *PFFFT*” She had to 
pause to blow a lengthening strand of hair out of her mouth, as her gray crew-cut 
lengthened into a strawberry-blonde cascade. “I had the respect of my colleagues; the 
acclaim of the scientific community! A trusted and respected educator and principal!” 
The feminine chirp of her voice made it difficult not to laugh. “Who would hire me 
now!? How could I run a school or teach a class!? P’ m a joke!” She shook her fist in 
impertinent rage, bulging bazookas shuddering with the vibrations even as they grew 
larger. Her enlarging mammaries soon surpassed the elbows of her shaking arm and 
clenched fist, the lower swell of titflesh passing beyond her arms, while remaining 
surprisingly buoyant. The two human girls watching the tape noticed Steven shifting 
uncomfortably, but they forgave him his hardening cock. 

Lily rose up higher, puffing out her ample bosoms (whom Janet was quickly 
surpassing) to speak up for herself: “I’ve given you a wonderful gift! I made you a 
walking wet dream! You told me you were infertile, so I used my strongest, most 
potent magic to make you the most fertile, erotic human I could!” Lily’s dulcet tones 
held a soothing, yet subtle authority that was nearly as effective at commanding attention 
as her ripe thighs and ample curves. “You have the face of a fashion model, curves that 
will draw cocks like moths to flame! Your wide hips and fertile womb could breed a 
football team with ease!” Lily insisted. 

Speaking of Janet’s irresistible fertility, she started for a moment, green eyes 
widening. Hands quickly shot to her nipples, and with a grunt, tiny white rivulets 
escaped from between her fingers. She tried in vain to stuff her female bounty back 
within the top of her dress suit, squeezing the great udders, which swelled upwards, 
the fertile slopes nearly reaching up to Janet’s chin, so vast was their girth. The front of 
the fabric darkened quickly; Hardwicke’s over-fertile body unable to resist the lactation 
reflex. Her milk production was in high gear, to nurture the young she tried to resist 
conceiving. 

“I would never have chosen this for myself, faerie slut! And I’ve got a gift for 
you...” she grumbled darkly; grasping up her pressurized container and spray nozzle. 
A slick, brown mist shot from the tip, towards Lily. 

“That smell!! It’s...” Lily’s eyes perked up. 

“Yes Whore! Chocolate Syrup!!!” Janet practically cackled in glee. “T ve researched 
you; I know your physiology! Fae biochemistry has a potent, adverse reaction to certain 
flavors of processed chocolate! Your metabolism goes haywire, and your wretched, 
slutty brains shut down!” Fear flashed across Lily’s face for a moment, following a 
wave of euphoric confusion. Certain chocolates could indeed be dangerous to the 
otherworldly biochemistry of the Fae; but the effect was always intoxicating. Similar 
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in some ways to alcoholic intoxication in humans. Despite the health risk; many Fae 
refused to abstain from such treats for the same reasons that humans become drunkards. 

The front of Lily’s green blouse was spattered with chocolate — an especially 
concentrated recipe — and while many Fae did enjoy a bite or two now and then, this 
much of the intoxicating substance might indeed cause permanent brain damage. That 
was the reason; Lily realized the danger. 

“Itis a fitting punishment for creatures like you,” hissed Janet. Her breasts’ relentless 
enlargement had slowed down somewhat; her extraordinary glands reddened slightly 
as they concentrated on milk production over expansion. “I’ve researched the 
mechanism of chocolate poisoning in the Fae; it results in the suspension of higher 
brain functions. What little modicum of decency and restraint that you have will be 
gone! You’ll all behave like the wretched sluts you are! The poisoning won’t make you 
any hornier, oh no... the effect merely removes any reason you might have to restrain 
yourselves! The Fae don’t deserve respect, acclaim, civil rights, or careers; except 
perhaps as whores. YOU and your kind don’t belong in our society; it was a mistake to 
grant ANY of you citizenship! And all will see you as the beasts you really are! Ha! 
You’d better run away little Nymph!” declared Janet, giving chase as Lily fled the lab, 
wiping off the chocolate from her blouse. 

“It will do you no good! My chocolate-fudge aerosol device is in the ventilation 
system already! The entire building will be reeking of it in moments! Every fae inside 
will be...” The rest of her tirade faded as she left the camera’s audio range. So THAT 
was how she did it! An aerosol machine! In the right location a device like that could 
spread chocolate particles everywhere! And Fudge was the worst! For the human faculty 
and student body, it would just be a pleasant aroma; but for the fae... 

The three humans looked up from the camcorder playback screen as several bodies 
stumbled near them in the hallway. It was Jamie Cartwright, a blond-haired, modest- 
breasted human Sophomore, being ravaged by two satyrs. The hairy males were naked 
in the open, eyes glassy and glazed; the chocolate poisoning suspending all brain activity 
save the need to rut. Contrary to some myths, Satyrs did not actually have goat legs. 
Other than their black hooves, and short horns, they were much like human males of 
Mediterranean or Slavic Descent. 

Surely, Jamie Cartwright had tried to resist them, but the Satyr’s knowledge of 
primal, physical seduction was too powerful. Rough hands groped breasts, thighs, and 
her pussy, as her jeans were unzipped, and her shirt unbuttoned. Jamie intended to slap 
away the pawing assailants, yet sudden surges of sensual gratification stopped her 
each time. She meant to slap the hook-nosed satyr in the face as he cupped her left 
breast, yet that combined with the way he brushed some secret spot in her pussy made 
her pause. There was another behind her, with an especially long, pointed beard. 

“Breast...” gurgled the hook-nosed fae. 

“Cunt...” answered his companion, behind Jamie. Their drugged brains could think 
of nothing but the female flesh before them; nothing else mattered. And Jamie was 
about to kick the one behind her, but something about the way he cupped her exposed 
ass cheeks, and the way he caressed the small of her back... instead made her knees 
weak. Mr. Hook-nose slithered up her body, his course and hairy chest tickling Jamie’s 
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womanly skin, flicking each nipple in lurid invitation. Jamie wanted to bite him! But 
when he nuzzled her throat, kissed her collarbone and rubbed the nape of her neck, all 
she could do was moan. 

She wanted... needed to resist when the Bearded one rubbed his hardened cock at 
the crack of her ass, but her muscles... her resolve failed her. Surprised at her own 
reaction, Jamie spread her legs, and allowed the Satyrs to take her. It was a rough, 
awkward penetration from both ends, but Jamie gurgled in lust as the two rutting Fae 
struggled to vent their maleness within her. 

That was of course, the danger with Satyrs. If alone with an unprotected human 
female, he would not need to use force; he would not tell her any impossible lies. But 
his indecent touches, his audacious physical seduction could circumvent the objections 
of nearly any human female, regardless of preference or commitment. Without 
understanding why, in minutes human women often surrendered their womanly treasures 
to the libidinous creatures. 

“Guh-uh... uhm...” Steve tried to tear his eyes away from the spectacle. “Professor 
Lily... did me a lot of favors. I... We’ve got to help her! She’s in more danger than the... 
other fae.” Janet and Svetlana exchanged knowing glances. Steve had no doubt been 
one of Lily’s boytoys; the rumors where widely known. “I.. P ve been thinking about 
it, and I know just what Lily... and most of these Fae really need...” 

“COCK?!” proclaimed a familiar, female voice from inside the room. 

“Eh... no.. no... ve studied Fae Psychology and Para-psychiatric medicine. In states 
of altered consciousness like this... when the Fae brain has lost its higher functions, it 
needs a Stress, a problem. You have to force their minds to begin working again, like... 
kicking a vending machine. I think...” Steve’s brow furrowed as he rubbed his chin, 
“well, she wants... to be screwed by a man.” Steve leaned over towards the door, 
speaking loudly against the hard wood so that any occupants of the office could hear 
him. “LILY WANTS A HOT, HARD PENIS TO THRUST INSIDE HER AND FILL 
HER WITH ITS MALE SEED!” 

“PENIS!” came the voice. 

“Well... that’s what we DON’T give her!” Steve explained, deviously. “I think we 
can tease her, torment her with the lusts she can’t suppress anymore. Get her as frustrated 
as possible! That will put stress on her brain; forcing it to attempt higher-level functions! 
With the chocolate-poisoning, her mind can’t reason or compute, but we’ ll get her to 
want a man so badly, that it will FORCE her brain to think! FORCE her to throw off 
the effects of the intoxication. If we do nothing and the EMMT’s don’t solve the problem 
fast enough, she’ll have permanent brain damage; and... and she and many of the Fae 
here will become nothing but the whores that Hardwicke wants!” 

“Hold on there, tough guy,” protested Carla. There’s no way YOU can handle that 
job!” she said, an impish smile on her lips. 

“Da, Lily’s pussy would make Steeffee go crazee! Thees ees woman’s work!” 
Svetlana explained, in her thick accent. Steve blushed briefly. 

“Errmm... yes well... ’m going to try to find Hardwicke. I may be able to stop her 
before she does any more damage. Svetlana and Carla... save Professor Lily. She’s 
been hit the worst, and I doubt the authorities can move fast enough to save all the Fae 
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in the building. Make her think of sex, make her crave a cock, but don’t allow her the 
satisfaction. You’ ve got to force her mind to use her higher reasoning powers to get the 
sex she needs. Be creative.” 

“Aye-aye Skipper!” Carla replied with a mock salute. Svetlana giggled. 


Ny 
" 


She was in a state of disheveled lust, the intensity of the chocolate-poisoning so 
confusing her brain that she could not think about how to find the penis she craved. 
Professor Lily lounged in her office chair, the remnants of a blouse and panties sprawled 
upon her voluptuous curves. It was worse than they feared — as higher brain functions 
had fled, Lily’s instincts told her that it was dangerous to be sprayed with so much 
pure chocolate, yet without reason, she’d done the worst thing possible. 

Licking a finger clean, she moaned with euphoria. Much of her skin was largely 
free of the substance, from her own tongue. But ingesting the chocolate would only 
accelerate the effect! 

“No no! Mees Lily!” protested Svetlana, “Let me!” The young Slavic girl pounced 
upon the forest nymph, agile tongue deftly cleansing the chocolate syrup. A strong 
scent of it lingered on Lily’s navel, and the dark-haired girl nuzzled the nymph’s belly 
with her face and mouth, deftly sinking her fingers lower, to the depths of Lily’s feminine 
sanctum, teasing and cajoling her erect nub of womanhood. 

Carla was taken aback for a moment by the mixture of potent odors in the cramped 
office. First was the flowery, tangy scent of a forest nymph in Heat. For a moment, 
Carla had a vision of being in a cool, misty woodland, with moss beneath her feet and 
a waterfall above her. She wanted to be free and naked, to tease the other forest nymphs 
with lesbian sex, all the while using charms and spells to lure in passing males close 
enough for the pheromone scent of her cunt to drive them wild. 

Wait.. no... she... she was Carla Matthews; she lived in a city at a university. She 
was not a magical nymph that had sex with any man who happened by. The mating 
musk of female Fae, she knew, often functioned on women as well, but the effect was 
sometimes more subtle. No... she put the delusions out of her mind. She had to think. 
Loosening her shirt and lab coat, she walked behind the nymph’s chair. Men were 
often breast-fixated, Carla thought. Breasts and breast size had something to do with 
indicating sexual receptiveness in the female, and the male brain was hard-wired to 
respond to it. She’d make Lily think of men, do what men might do to her. (Some of it, 
at least.) 

“Check out her tits!” Carla suggested luridly. “You've got a killer set of melons, 
girl!” Carla grasped the nymph’s female assets from behind, kneading the silky-soft 
globes, her fingers sinking in deep. Strictly speaking, Carla knew it was unwise to call 
the nymph a “girl,” she knew that Lily was more ancient than she appeared. The nymph’s 
nubile form was an optimal compromise between the twin imperatives of attracting 
male lust, and birthing as many offspring as possible. Studies had shown that sex itself 
actually made nymphs healthier. Many such creatures, when they had health problems, 
were prescribed by doctors the names and locations of male escort services. 
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Carla continued her ministrations; Lily’s tits were perfect, tear drop-shaped mounds 
of supernatural fertility. As the nymph moaned with delight and arched her back, the 
red-headed graduate student estimated The Twins at a size similar to casserole- 
tupperware bowls. But she could do better; when sexually aroused, Fae’s breasts could 
naturally increase in size. 

Caressing vigorously, Carla pressed her arms into the chair from behind, to more 
firmly grip Lily’s hemispheres while continuing to talk dirty, to make her think of 
men, and sex, and cocks, and sperm, but not delivering! This would force the nymph’s 
brain to unlock its full potential. 

“Feel these boobs! You make me wanna blow my load, slut!” A ridiculous thing for 
Carla to say; but Lily can’t reason now, she’ll have to believe it! She’ll think she’s 
about to get drilled in the pussy! 

“Suck... my tits...” the nymph commanded, dreamily. “Grope me... suck me, suck 
my tits....” she gurgled in bliss at the notion, while continuing a delirious litany of 
indecent instructions. “Need... a man... fondle my tits... need... his cock... in my pussy... 
mmmmmm-pussy...” 

Svetlana continued her wet-work below; by now she had progressed to the inside 
of Lily’s naked thighs, slathering them with her tongue to remove any trace of chocolate; 
and responding to the situation at hand by grouping her fingers into a penetrating 
shaft, and unceremoniously inserting them into the moist, hairless crotch of the aroused 
Fae. The surge in faerie mating-musk was almost instantaneous, and Carla worried 
about her Slavic friend. Svetlana’s eyes began to flutter, and had she been a man, that 
man would be howling with lust, the mind-altering chemical triggers Fae produced 
with specialized organs would make him a brainless beast in full rut. As it was, Svetlana’s 
own brain was struggling to fight off the potent chemicals emanating from the nymph’s 
cunt. 

Carla was worried, she and Svetlana might save Lily from her own intoxication, 
only to need such help themselves! When the pheromones were this powerful, even a 
female brain couldn’t resist forever. 

“Men... human men... want your cocks... hard... hot... inside me...” Lily continued. 
“THRUST... hhmmmmmnn... ream my pussy... blow... blow your load... shoot your 
sperm... inside me... want... to feel you... feel your sperm inside me... moving... 
shooting... fertile... seed me... humans... seed my womb... mmmmhhhmm...” But Carla 
felt her own heart racing, her own pussy moistening; she had to remember the plan! 
There was a plan! She groped Lily’s tits harder, she was Carla Matthews, she was not 
a naked nymph out in the forest that would screw any man who happened by... wasn’t 
she? 
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“Ttties!!” she screamed. “I’ve got Titties!!” She had the same pearlescent skin as many 
of the Fae, but the naked girl also possessed a pair of transparent wings similar in 
shape to those of a butterfly, sprouting from her shoulder blades. 


“Erhhh... yes, you certainly do,” agreed Steve as he tried to hurry. He turned away 
so that the pixie could not see his hardening penis. You had to be careful with Pixies; a 
hard cock in line of sight would set them off. It was like a dog’s ability to smell fear. 
The tiny, nude creature was six-inches tall, fluttering above his head on her magic 
wings. He neared the stairwell leading back to the ground floor, he didn’t have time for 
an orgy. Pixies were horny enough when sane, but with their intelligence suspended 
by chocolate poisoning... 

“Yooouuu can’t fool m-me...” the pixie drawled, her brain grappling with the apparent 
intoxication. There was a "THUMP* to the air, and the release of sparkling motes of 
light — the sure sign of magical invocation. In this case, the invocation of the pixie’s 
size-altering magic. Where once had fluttered a pretty, naked little sprite, now stood a 
curvaceous sex-pot that radiated libido, she had to be over five feet, probably five and 
a half feet. On her forehead tiny, translucent antennae unfurled themselves, waving 
lazily. The appendages were normally in synchronization; but in her delirious state, 
her body was confused. But it was her impressive breasts that drew Steve’s attention 
most forcefully. She backed him into a corner of the building inside the second floor 
stairwell. “Yyou’re a boy! Boys LIKE titties!!” she informed him. 

“Uh... y-yes that's a general rule. But I’m busy...” 

“You're a BOY! Yoouuu wanna touch “em!!” Swaying spheres of hard-nippled 
boob beckoned to Steve, while each tit was large enough for his entire hand to barely 
encompass if stretched to the limit; that would soon change. The pixie... eh... he knew 
her! Yes... her name was Jasmine... she was involved in some special education program 
for gifted pixies, run jointly by the Education and Biology departments. Jasmine shook 
out her shoulder-length, emerald green hair, golden eyes flashing with mischievous 
enthusiasm for the erotic rendezvous. 

Steve had every intention of leaving, he needed to find Dr. Hardwicke — somehow 
stop her before she caused more damage! But something primal activated in Steve’s 
brain as this enchanted harlot laughingly thrust her naked boobs at his chest. In size, 
her creamy slopes had already reached the upper limit available for most bras constructed 
for human women - if Fae ever wore bras. Each boob had curvature and diameter to 
the very largest of cereal bowls. 

Steve swallowed; he knew what was coming next. Pixies were the masters of size- 
altering magic; there was no telling what breast sorcery this little sprite might be capable 
of! Her champagne-colored nipples seemed to leap at him as she pushed her powers 
into high-gear, rubbing her tender breastflesh against the course fabric of his shirt. 

“Jasmine tells you a secret... hehehe...” she began — whatever exceptional intelligence 
had qualified her for the gifted pixie program was now mostly suspended by her 
intoxication. “Jasmine likes boys” Most Fae did. “She... likes it when boys touch her 
titties! !”” Of that Steve had no doubt. “Yoouuuuu wanna touch’em!!!” Hands reaching 
out of their own accord, he did just that. Though he intended to focus on his given 
mission, he couldn’t avail himself of the opportunity that was thrust into his face. The 
tempting globes were as round as balloons but without the taut stress, feeling as soft 
and smooth as flower-petals. Her mastery of size-control would serve her well; and 
gobs of girl-flesh swelled into Steve’s grip. By now, each boob had grown from the 
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half-spheres similar to cereal bowls outward, forward, into Steve’s hand in a smooth, 
seamless progression through the sizes of volleyballs. Tit flowed upwards into an ever- 
deepening cleavage valley, swelling into Steve’s lower field of vision. Seconds later, 
by the time his back was pressed to the wall, Jasmine’s wobbling whoppers were each 
large enough to have contained the top half of a gumball machine; yet oh so much 
softer. 

Well, there was no getting around it; Steve wasn’t escaping until he gave this pixie 
an orgasm. Could he do it only with her breasts? He thought so. He didn’t have time to 
give her the full screwing that she probably wanted. All in all, this wasn’t surprising. 
As a student of Fae Psychology and Para-psychiatric medicine, Steve knew that Pixies 
were among the most sexually aggressive Fae species. The Pixie race, unlike elves and 
mermaids, had never had any males. They survive strictly by stealing men of other 
races through very effective, blatant seduction. The Aquiline elegance of their runway- 
model faces combined with the graceful curvature of their statuesque bodies (well, 
much like extremely busty fitness-models) made it ridiculously easy for the Pixies to 
lure almost all the cock they craved and to breed like flies now that they had returned 
to Earth (well, glamorous and erotic flies, at least). The wings and little antennae were 
distracting, but overall Jasmine, like most pixies, appeared very similar to a human 
woman after several hours in a World-Class Beauty Salon. 

He remembered what to do with Pixies, how to get past them, distract them. Breast 
orgasm could often distract them from their Breeding Lust. Highest possible surface 
area with the hands; to tease and tantalize; yes he remembered the technique. He’d 
once taken a Para-Ecology class with Dr. Cummond, a renowned pixie specialist. Hands 
rushed, danced over the petal-soft flesh of the swelling mammaries, remembering to 
flick a nipple every five seconds to maintain stimulus. 

Her control was impressive; the breasts slowly faded from smaller to ever-larger 
sizes, with almost no jitter. That was what you quickly noticed about human women 
who underwent hyper-sexualization transformations — their growth was jittery, it 
progressed in surges. Jasmine had no choice but to moan under his ministrations, she 
pushed herself close enough to be able to grind her naked pussy against the course 
fabric covering Steve’s straining crotch. He could feel her Heat, the tug of her labia as 
she swiped her lower lips upon his hardening member. 

Steve decided to go for the quick orgasm; hands sunk deep into the bosomy paradise 
of raw, faerie tit. They were softer than waterbeds, yet almost as firm as balloons, her 
skin yielded to his touch like oiled silk, yet was able to somehow contain great 
mammalian mountains that must have weighed twenty pounds if a human woman 
were to possess them. At this point, Steve knew he could knead the boobs like bread 
dough, as if he was milking an udder. Fingers stretched out, sunk deep, caressed and 
fondled amidst the throaty, rhythmic grunts of the faerie’s arousal. His fingers moved 
in all directions a distance equal to the length of his whole hand — yet found only pure, 
perfect boob. 

Within four more seconds of perfect breast growth, Jasmine found her first obstacle 
— Steve’s chin. The twin explosions of female potential were becoming ever more 
difficult to hold, and kneed, and caress. The danger became quickly apparent to the 
young Para-psychiatry student as he felt a tightening in his balls, and a hot ache in his 
groin. His cum was rising; he’d tried to ignore it, but there was no denying his male 
instinct. He’d loved, craved giant tits. He’d been around Fae for many years, yet his 
boob-lust never diminished. 

Too late, Steve realized his error; in going for the quick orgasm in her, he had 
neglected his own response. So much tit, so close. In the time it took for Jasmine to 
moan twice more with frenzied passion, he felt his own fires rising. Hurriedly, he 
teased, pinched, and tweaked the nipples, each had nearly reached shot glass size by 
now. His only chance was to drive her over the edge first, satisfy this wanton sprite to 
escape her libidinous advances. Then he could escape before blowing his own load. 


The expression on Jasmine’s elegant face began to shift, eyes widening, lips curling, 
she grunted with obscene passion as her fae lusts switched into high-gear. As a Para- 
psychiatry student, Steve knew that the Fae Brain, (especially in pixies) was just not 
wired the same way as in a human female. For one thing, grabbing a Fae’s breast was 
a soothing, polite gesture among their kind, and they shared none of the confusion and 
uncertainty that often plagued younger, human women. With pixies, their survival is 
almost always in doubt; never producing males of their own, desperate measures are 
often needed to secure the cocks they crave. Primitive urges swept over the pixie, and 
any attempt now to separate her from her chosen mate would be like stealing meat out 
of the mouth of a starving wolf. Could Steve make her cum before he himself did?! 

Boobs swelled faster yet, titflesh increasing in a perfect creep of breast that picked 
up tempo. Once, the Juggs had been large enough to fit the top half of a gumball 
machine within them, it took only seconds for the rapid inflation to encompass a size 
equal to a half-filled backpack, onward in mere seconds towards a mammalian grandeur 
at least as large as a standard beachball. Jasmine bucked her hips, pressing her nude 
labia hard against Steve’s tightening trousers. 

The grunting and heaving of the pair echoed throughout the vertical interior of the 
South stairwell. Above them, on the stairs leading towards the third floor, there were 
cries and a tumbling sound, as a maintenance worker was attacked by a forest nymph, 
(younger than professor Lily) and a purple-haired elf. The naked nymph had what 
looked like a dandelion emerging from her forest-green hair, and she straddled the 
worker’s chest and thrust a taut nipple in his mouth. The purple-haired, pointy-eared 
elf swiftly stripped the human, and with a triumphant squeal, impaled her moist femalia 
upon his hardened, 8-inch rod of manmeat, volleyball-sized tits jiggling as she bounced. 
More than that, Steve could not see, as a wall of boob engulfed his field of view. But 
the smell of chocolate wafted towards him once again. 

Steve was forced to bend his arms and cradle the prodigious girth of Jasmine’s 
wondrous, growing orbs, before all light was smothered by a jiggly, silky-smooth 
universe of female delight. With luck, a nipple found its way to his mouth; and he 
rapidly nibbled upon the taut nub. That did it. Howls of glee pierced the bosomy 
darkness, the green-haired pixie had at last achieved her orgasm, allowing Steve the 
precious time needed to escape, but... but... “NHAAAAH!” It had all been too much! 
Perhaps if he had not seen the nymph and elf ravishing that janitor-guy; perhaps if the 
pixie had not been grinding her naked crotch so forcefully against his penis, he might 
not have orgasmed himself. 

His hurried flight away from this floor was slowed by the throbbing spasms of his 
own pelvis, as he gripped the banister of the staircase for support upon escaping 
Jasmine’s fertile valley. He heard the aroused sprite collapse onto the floor, cries of 
ecstasy muffled by mountains of boob. She panted furiously as her faerie body was 
wracked by toe-curling, heart-pounding orgasm. Steve shuddered; the front of his pants 
was darkened by the stain of the pixie’s girlcum and a pungent, cinnamon-like scent 
assaulted him. This... this could ruin his progress! Steve suspected that when he did 
catch up to Hardwicke, the only way to reason with her would be with his penis; a 
rapidly deflating penis! He had wanted to save his manly spunk for Janet, but this 
nymphomaniacal pixie had triggered his most ancient instincts in a way that proved 
irresistible. Could he defuse this situation? Could he find and stop Hardwicke before 
she did more damage? 

Turning away from the pixie, whose breasts would probably make good furniture 
at this point, the dashing, young Para-psychiatry student noticed a sweet, brown trail. 
Chocolate syrup! A trail leading down to the 1st floor! Perhaps there was still time! 
Perhaps there was still hope. 
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In one respect, they had succeeded. Carla and Svetlana had ensured that not a single 
drop of chocolate syrup yet remained upon Professor Lily’s nubile body. They had 
made certain with their own tongues, and then double-checked every square inch of 
her toned, impossibly voluptuous figure. Like most nymphs, close-contact with Lily 
was like wrestling with a bouquet. 

In the part of Carla’s mind still capable of rational thought, she made an important 
discovery: female humans are less susceptible to the mating musk of a forest nymph, 
but only so long as they refrain from orgasm. The flowery, sugary scent of nymph 
pheromones burned in Carla’s brain, sending her pulse racing and her crotch moistening. 
At this point, she and Svetlana were as captivated as any man would have been; their 
bodies had waged and lost a biochemical war against the sexual signals emanating 
from the nymph’s pussy. 

It was not clear who was ravishing whom. The slippery tangle of lesbian arousal 
that permeated the office resulted in orgiastic confusion. For Carla and Svetlana, their 
fingers were always thrust into someone else’s pussy, was it Lily’s? Was it Svetlana’s? 
Sometimes it was Carla’s own hands in her own cunt. But for her part, Svetlana had 
discovered why Lily had run immediately to her office upon being attacked with the 
chocolate syrup. The raven-headed beauty had found a JIGGOLO-3000 triple XXX 
Mark-VI! Among the most powerful civilian dildos available without a prescription! 
This potent, latex beast had the most realistic outer-coating available. It was fully 
heated, equipped with a vibrator-engine good for eight hours of fun, and a synthetic 
gel-pack designed to spurt a load almost as convincing as the real thing! This was what 
the nymph was after! But in the delirium caused by chocolate-poisoning, she must 
have forgotten where she put it! 

It would take nearly a full minute before the pheromone-drugged brain of Svetlana 
would be able to organize a strategy. As it was, she merely bucked against the fingers 
in her own pussy — whose she did not know — while attempting to maneuver herself, 
draping her naked legs over Lily’s lap, so that she could eat out the nymph’s crotch 
while continuing to allow easy access for whatever hand was reaming her at the moment. 

Carla, eyes glazed, sweat gathering on her flesh, rotated herself, almost disengaging 
Professor Lily’s slurping tongue from her labia... or was it Svetlana’s tongue? And she 
remembered the nymph’s breasts. Frenzied sexual impulses exploded within the red- 
head’s mind as she rearranged herself to allow suckling of the nearest nipple. Those 
perfect orbs of supernatural breastflesh became Carla’s entire world as she hungered 
for the Nymph’s body with a passion somewhere between greed, lust, and jealousy; 
the chemical attractants permeating the room, banishing whatever inhibited thoughts 
that might once have impeded this lurid spectacle. 

Her red lips slammed down upon Lily’s nipple, sucking, slurping, and suckling for 
all she was worth. 

Raw boob had advanced in size from before; Lily often kept her breasts at an 
annoying girth just slightly larger than most human women could ever naturally attain. 
But within less than a minute, her faerie tits had expanded well into the bowling ball 
size that many Fae preferred, and Carla could feel the further growth as a nipple 
lengthened into her mouth, pushing past her tongue, forcing her mouth open wider, 
soon to pass beyond the back row of Carla’s teeth as she adjusted the grip of her lips, 
while bulging bazookas attained a size not unlike those of watermelons. The great 
valleys of bosom not only jiggled when touched; but as the indecent nymph sprawled 
in her lesbian lust, her orbs seemed to throb and bounce under the inertia of their own 
surging weight. 

Svetlana’s nibbling of Lily’s clit began to slow; her brain fighting for its life against 
the onslaught of the mating musk. Face smeared with the honey-flavored lubricant 
that moistened the pussies of orgasmic forest nymphs, the dark-haired girl raised up 
her face from the hot junction between Lily’s thighs; her plan complete. While difficult 
to reason under the influence of Fae pheromones, she remembered enough of her original 


mission to make a response, albeit delayed. Svetlana opened wide a nearby cabinet, 
and she took up the JIGGOLO-3000 triple XXX Mark-VI, she switched the mighty 
sex-toy to STRAP-ON mode, and from the large base of the device, a compressible 
shaft ratcheted open, elongating until it duplicated the texture and shape of a 7-inch, 
jet-black, male penis complete with a mild adhesive. She waved the device towards 
Lily’s face, to get the nymph’s attention. 

“C-Cock?” questioned the delirious faerie, from underneath Carla’s dripping pussy. 

“Yess... a beeg, black, juicy one!! But onlee for humans! Not stupid neemphs like 
you!” 

Lily wailed in misery, a rose blossom growing out of her hair retracted back down 
into a small bud, and seemed to retreat below her green hairline. Svetlana plunged the 
strap-on end within her own hot snatch, the mild adhesive providing a grip almost as 
reliable as physical straps. The double-sided wand of womanly delight was now 
prepared; and as soon as the sensors detected a firm lock within Svetlana’s inner sanctum, 
the secondary mechanisms activated, The JIGGOLO warmed up, vibrated rapidly, and 
tiny pores on the surface released a faint lubricant — right before it was plunged to the 
hilt within Carla’s vulnerable ass. Truly, a triumph of engineering. 

It was difficult to remember where she was. All Carla knew for sure was that she 
was a wild and free Fae, a naked nymph that lived loose and unfettered in the outdoors. 
Carla was unashamed of her nude body, recognizing herself as a canvas for the 
expression of Nature’s beauty. She mated with almost any man that happened by, so 
long as he was fit enough to travel to her forest grotto, and could muster up a hard 
cock. She loved her sisters, all of them, and was relishing the breasts of her teacher and 
mentor, an older, more powerful nymph. 

A surge of blissful flavor washed into Carla’s mouth, as Lily’s hyper-fertile body 
unleashed its most potent elixir of fecundity. Hot breast milk, spurting into Carla’s 
questing mouth. It was like distilled honeysuckle nectar, calling up the scents of a host 
of wildflowers while bathing her tongue in a nutty undercurrent of flavor that 
instinctively alerted the girl to the intensive wholesomeness of Lily’s feminine product. 
The breast seemed to grow larger yet as Carla grappled with it. Larger than the pillows 
she had slept on as a human, yet softer and infinitely more pliable; yet retaining that 
perfect, bosomy shape that could draw men from miles around. 

Yet this time, Carla the nymph knew that the man was for her. She could see him in 
her minds eye, behind her, rippling with muscle yet clean-shaven. With piercing blue 
eyes beneath blond hair and a prominent nose, he looked much like Steven Foley, a 
handsome student of psychology she’d met when she was human. NO! That wasn’t 
right! She was Carnelia of the Emerald Grotto! A wild and free forest nymph! She had 
never been human! Never! But it was Strange that Steve’s 10-inch cock was such a 
dark, jet-black color, but that didn’t matter. Nor did it matter whether he took her in the 
pussy or the ass. In Carla’s nymph-grotto, there were no deadlines, no exams, no reports, 
no calculations... and no confusion. She was a wild forest nymph, reveling in the simple 
delight of primal desire; to see a suitable mate, open yourself for breeding, and to join 
together in a raw, uncomplicated coupling of desire felt and desire gratified. 

Carla would savor the nectar from the nipples of her sister-nymphs, cavort in the 
grass and bushes, and should a man stop by, there would be no silly games, no convoluted 
manipulations. Desire would rush through her, she would reveal the fertile treasures of 
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her feminine body, and the male would impregnate her with his potent seed, and she 
would birth another of her kind. What could be more perfect? 

Nymph-Carla chuckled as she felt the intrusive penetration of the black shaft 
violating her backdoor. What a strange lover she had! Well, the varying expressions of 
desire from the men she attracted was half the fun. He would have his way with her, 
and when he was done playing, she would spend the night reliving the joy from the 
hard cock of her Breeding Mate as it seeded her womb with the next generation of 
forest nymphs. 

That was Odd; her mentor, lover, and teacher, Lily seemed sad. Carla’s empathic 
nature could detect considerable jealousy from the older, more powerful nymph. She 
seemed to deeply crave a Breeding Mate herself, and felt deprived. How silly! Lily 
attracted more males than Carla ever had! Surely if they gave him time to recover, this 
current man could impregnate all of them! 
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Lily was angry! This was unfair! Why should her two lesser sisters get the penises! 
She was more powerful, her spells were stronger, and in her centuries she had become 
far wiser than either of them! Were not Lily’s breasts as large as throw-pillows!? Was 
not her Musk potent enough to seduce an entire monastery?! Was not her womb fecund 
enough to spawn a small village in a year? She huffed her annoyance! She deserved a 
man! She deserved a cock inside her! These two lesser nymphs should not have that 
blond boy all to themselves! Something was wrong; this didn’t make sense! Something 
had happened, and by all that was Green, Lily would not rest until an erect penis was 
jetting its hot seed within her ripe belly! 
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“You don’t need any of that!” insisted Steven, as he closed the door to the windowless 
van that Janet had jam-packed with chocolate, spray cans, and sex-toys. He could 
only hope that that blasted pixie, Jasmine wasn’t still following him! What more did 
she want! She’d had her orgasm! Steve had to tend to Dr. Hardwicke, he needed to stop 
her, but moreover convince her to give up her vendetta, if possible. 

“Wh-how did you find me!?” demanded the overripe former teacher. By now, the 
Wards she’d used to try and block the transformation had failed, and she had become 
the superslut she’d feared so much. Her strawberry-blond hair fell in a radiant mane 
across her back and shoulders, shining as though recently processed by a salon. Her 
vast breasts, dominating her entire chest, swung about like pendulous boulders of 
womanhood. When standing in front of her, it was impossible to see her elbows, so 
vast did her tits extend from side to side, and down. The lower expanse of her accursed 
melons were slightly below her navel. Her pink areoles, now the diameter of saucers, 
seemed to be darkening from pink to brown, and her shotglass-sized nipples seemed to 
twitch with tension. 


“I followed the chocolate stains towards the first floor; after that it was easy.” Indeed, 
for within the windowless van was a potent scent, a harsh and musky odor. It was a 
pungent, animal scent that made Steve think of sweat, passion, and hunger. It was not 
a pleasant smell, nothing you'd put in perfume, yet something within Steve wanted to 
smell the lurid scent, seek out its source, and couple with the originator of the animal 
smell. It was a deeply disturbing odor, yet it struck a chord deep within Steve’s brain. 
It sang to his masculine nature with a language other than words. While the tangy odor 
repulsed his sensibilities, it electrified his body. The scent that Janet exuded from her 
crotch aroused Steve’s most potent instincts. It was meant to arouse much more than 
that, but after blowing his load with that Pixie, it would take several minutes at least 
before he could get going again! 

“TIl bet it was!” agreed Janet, in a perky little sing-song voice that was almost 
comedic. “I’m a horny slut with ridiculous tits and disgusting pheromones just like 
those wretched Fae! That's why I must do this!” She rammed a dildo into her moist 
cunt. It was a powerful, red vibrator-unit, 8-inched and ribbed. “The only way to function 
is to try and vent these... these... urges that the nymph gave me! I can’t even walk 
down the street without causing car wrecks!” While thrusting the dildo, she reached 
behind an industrial strength breast pump and withdrew a pharmaceutical prescription 
bottle. “Libidigon,” it read. Steve recognized the potent sexual suppressant that had 
become enormously popular amongst modern women on the Go. 

Steve swept over, grasped her thin wrist and pried the pills from her grip. 

“No Janet; this isn’t what you need!” 

“Dr. Hardwicke to you, Young man! I was a respected principal before you were an 
ache in your father’s groin!” she revealed. “I WILL have the respect I am due! The 
Nymph turned me into a jiggling cow of a girl looking no older than a Freshman, but 
I will not be the slut she wants!” 

“Professor Lily returned your youth, and moreover with your enhanced body, you’ ve 
become competitive in a world populated with the Fae! You’ ve got the same flawless 
skin, impossibly shapely and buoyant breasts, and your own sexual attractant! You can 
compete with any pixie, elf, or nymph for men!” Janet snarled, as a wisp of sparkling 
hair draped over her green eyes, but the gesture coming from her plump, juicy lips 
seemed more like a pout. 

“I AM A TRUE FEMINIST! I AM DEDICATED TO ADVANCING THE 
INTERESTS OF ALL WOMEN! WE WILL NOT BECOME THE SLUTS THAT 
YOU AND THE NYMPH WANT! Janet thundered in her perky voice. That Pixie! She 
buzzed nearby Steve’s head! Annoying! He tried to ignore the little sprite, as he 
attempted to reason with the hyper-sexed ex-teacher. He knew what to do; he could 
persuade her, but only during sex! Women that suffer from hyper-sexualization often 
become extremely docile if only a man can get his penis inside them! She must be 
willing! If he could seduce her, this madness might end. 

“Think of all that you’ve missed out on,” Steve exhorted, as he began to rub her 
dainty, yet plump ass. “Your body is made for sex, and you’re squandering your true 
potential!” Her green eyes fluttered as she struggled with the enhanced hormones racing 





through her body. Only through iron-clad willpower did she resist the need to jump his 
bones! 

But Steve had a problem! He’d blown his load on the pixie! Janet’s pheromones 
were potent, stronger than those of the average Fae, but he still needed more time! Just 
afew more minutes and the mating musk that burned in the back of his brain would be 
able to force his body to react! 

Until then, he flicked her taut nipples with his rough tongue, and teased her clit 
with his middle finger, dipping it into her dripping snatch periodically. He unzipped 
his pants, pressing closer to the curvaceous, pillow-soft flesh of hyper-sexed Hardwicke. 
Still, his penis would not rise! She was panting, gurgling, moaning as female hormones 
fried her brain with Breeding Lust. But Janet was far older than her fresh-faced body 
appeared; she had considerable discipline and willpower! 

“N-never... be a slut... never... I l resist... the lust... won't get... pregnant... resist... 
I’m... a feminist... n-n-not your... Breeding Slut... not... slut...” Even if Steve restrained 
her, someday she’d return to complete her revenge. Within this truck were vast, chocolate 
canisters, fans and aerosol devices; it might be enough to blanket the whole campus of 
Madison University with a sweet-smelling mist! While the flavor would be enjoyable 
to all; the brain-damage to the Fae could become permanent! The EMMT’s were good, 
but they wouldn’t have enough anti-toxin to cure several thousand Fae! He could stop 
her now, but she’d just try again later. This had to end, he had to convince her to 
abandon this madness! But he could only do that if his penis was erect! 

The flash came just then, below. There was a burst of light nearby... his pants!!? It 
was... it was... the Pixie!!! Jasmine! She waved her now tiny hands, flicked her wings 
in the invocation of a potent enchantment. Sparkling motes of light, a sure sign of 
magical conjuring filled the air. 

“WHOA-HO- YEAAOOOWW!!” Steve jumped, it was as though a bolt of lightning 
had struck his penis! His manly meat surged upwards, becoming erect almost instantly! 
It did not feel the same — not the same as when he had a full load of cum - it felt as 
though there was a fire inside his shaft! A fire that could only be quenched by pussy! 
His mighty rod throbbed and pulsed; Janet gasped, her face a mask of tortured longing! 

“WOW That must've been... at least a Twice-Augmented ‘Master of Virility’ 
Dweomer of the Second Sphere! ve gained two inches at least!” Impressive; the 
pixie knew her stuff! 

“And the growth is permanent!” chimed in the tiny, tiny voice of a pixie in her un- 
enlarged form. 

Smiling, Steve studied Janet for a moment, then rushed over and placed a beefy 
hand over the mound just above her clit. 

“Feel that? It’s called the Quakes; your womb is contracting with stress, similar to 
the response that humans have in their stomachs when hungry. But for Fae, and you, 
Dr. Hardwicke, you’re hungry for sex.” Indeed, small tremors shook her mound, and 
her pussy lips throbbed vigorously. “It happens sometimes when nymphs go too long 
without becoming pregnant. Your body craves, misses the feeling of nurturing new 
life, and it reminds you constantly of its needs.” Hardwicke could only throw back her 
head and gurgle. “Looks like your new body has a lot in common with a nymph’s, 
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Doctor. I’m told that the Quakes can be torturous; but the condition is easily... easily 
cured.” He stepped closer, mighty penis surging, pointing towards its impending target. 

“I... m-my dildo... can still...” even now, she attempted a valiant protest. 

“Think Dr. Hardwicke, if you had your old life back, what more could you do?” 

“I... could have... respect... g-give speeches... conferences... lectures...” she explained 
between lustful pants. Steve struggled to keep his wits about him; the pheromones 
were starting to effect him! There was a burning sensation along his spine, rushing to 
his crotch. The proximity of such a ripe, fertile female made his diplomatic task a 
difficult one. 

“I... h-heard of you... you’ve done... all that... P- Ph....D in Education... ma-many 
papers... Don’t you see... doctor... all the speeches... all the lectures, years as a succ- 
succ-successful teacher... th-then principal...” Steve grunted as he pressed his case. It 
was agony not to simply take her, but he had a point to make, an important one. He 
savored the intensity of his craving, taking comfort in the fact that it would soon be 
gratified. 

“Y-youve reached... the pinnacle of your p-profession!” A howl from her cherry 
lips as his bare chest touched her vast, throbbing bosom. “You’ve already... gotten... 
the respect... of your... colleagues... there's... nothing... major... to achieve... you’ ve 
climbed... to the top... of the mountain... Don’t you see J-Janet,” his 10-inch monster 
brushed her clit, in an instant that assaulted the former academic with waves of painful 
pleasure. 

“You ve lived that life... the life of... of a respected educator and professional. It’s 
over... done... you’ ve completed that life... it’s time now... to begin... a new life... 
Professor Lily has given you a second life. One as a di-different kind of woman... p- 
people still need you! Families... all over the world yearn to adopt magical children! 
Hospitals need wet-nurses! So many new adoption agencies; millions of people want 
to raise and care for the new generation of magical children... it’s the wave of the 
future... with your new youth, you can be... on the ground floor! It’s time to begin... 
your new life... as a magical slut!” You could almost see Janet’s resolve crumbling. 
Her will, resistance shattered in an instant. 

With a single, glorious plunge, Steve embedded his twice-enhanced cock into the 
slippery heaven that Quaked with longing between the thighs of the slut-creature that 
had once been Janet Hardwicke. He roared with triumph, the pheromones sending his 
brain on a roller coaster of reproductive adventure. Pressing their flesh together against 
the wall of the Van, Janet cackled with glee at her choice of a Breeding Mate. 

For his part, all argument had vanished from Steve’s mind, all that was left was the 
Rut. The searing tension, the tingling urges, would only be released when he emptied 
his manhood inside the female’s core. The Beast that he had become could not thrust, 
could not drive into her fast enough! The only other sensation to matter was the sweet 
taste filling his mouth as he suckled the vast, ample nipples. The honey flavor was 
interspersed with several varieties of creamy richness, and Hardwicke’s body was glad 
to release the female nectar that she was too fertile to not produce. In moments, the 
mating couple became a single entity; neither ruled purely by their brains, but instead 
controlled by the center of sensation, the center of pleasure, the center of existence that 
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was at the juncture between the two interlocked groins, the two sexes eager and grateful 
for the merging. 

It was easy now; it was simplicity itself. The she-beast that had been Janet was no 
longer confused; gone was the anger, the rage, the humiliation. The answer had been in 
front of her all the while. Surrender. That was all. Every flaw, failing, and disappointment 
melted from her mind, leaving behind a clean slate with one commanding philosophy: 
Surrender to the Penis. That was all it took. Now that she had surrendered to the Penis 
everything negative had been erased from her life. She was drifting... floating. The 
pleasure was so consuming, so total, that she didn’t know if there had been orgasms. 
Surely, there had been a few, but she could not hope to count them. Instead, everything 
had become a sea of bliss and sensual wonder. All was glory, all was lust. She had 
surrendered to the Penis. That was all it took. 
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“Please Professor Lily; I want to be a slut! I’ve... I’ve seen what bitterness and 
prudishness can cause! I don’t want to be like that! Make me a slut! Like you!!” Pleaded 
Carla, naked still. 

“Oh Carla! How I’ve longed to hear those words from my best graduate student!” 
Chirped Lily, all three of her flowers unfurling, rising up to take in the available light 
of the office. Ripping open her button-down lime-green business dress, the nymph 
professor revealed her ripe, milk-laden melons to all those present. Each bulging boob 
was capped by a rosy nipple, her globes easily reaching basketball size. But the Nymph 
was in a good mood, and was relaxing now; so she didn’t need tits any larger. Carla 
fastened her mouth upon a turgid nipple, and began to suck. Lily placed a hand upon 
the human’s head, and sparkling motes of magic filled the air. Lily was directly 
channeling raw magic into Carla’s body. That combined with nymph milk would 
produce a dramatic transformation. 

“So... Steven,” began Lily, reclining in her desk chair while Carla suckled her, “you 
could’ve had your way with me; I was helpless and desperate for cock and would have 
enjoyed yours immensely. Why did you restrain yourself? The girls wouldn’t have 
known how to give me my mind back... in time, without you. Are you sure you didn’t 
at least cop a feel?” The brilliant nymph asked flirtatiously. 

“Professor, the brain is the most important sex-organ. Sometimes the Fae forget 
that.” 

“Why Steven! How-” 

“OOOH!!!!” Svetlana interrupted, clutching her belly. The Slavic girl lurched 
backwards against the bookcase as her abdomen began to throb. A small swell had 
grown right below her navel. She uttered an exclamation in her native tongue. Within 
moments, her belly had enlarged, filling down and out, as if she were a woman pregnant 
well into the 2nd trimester! 

“Oops... me and Svetlana... we had unprotected sex two days ago. We didn’t want 
to tell Carla... we... weren’t sure how she’d react,” Steve explained. Carla, for her part, 
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seemed to care only for Lily’s ripe teats. “MMM1lfffph...” she gurgled. The two girls 
had been friends since Freshman year, and Steve didn’t want to come between them. 

“OOH... AAAHHAH!! EEt was not Steefee’s brain that did theese to me!” Svetlana 
explained, as the fingers upon her expanding womb were slowly spread apart by the 
accelerated growth of the magically-augmented life within her. 

“Ah, sorry. Under chocolate intoxication, I can’t control my powers,” Lily confessed, 
with Carla fondling, stroking, sucking, and caressing her right tit. “Many species of 
nymphs have contagious fertility magic; if you’re around me too long, penises will 
grow longer, breasts get bigger and....” she gestured towards the moaning, Raven- 
haired girl, still clad in a white tube top, though the button on her jean-shorts soon 
popped off as her womb grew too difficult to contain. By now, her gravidity was 
nearly enough to contain her own backpack, fully-stuffed, but it was not wholly 
unpleasant. Quickened pregnancies produced extreme sexual arousal rather than nausea. 

“Well, better get her off to the Maternity Wing!” steve decided, helping Svetlana to 
her feet, as her boobs spilled out of the top, jiggling, swelling, throbbing as her body 
prepared itself for a vast crop of young. 

“Wait!” Lily insisted. “What happened to the other Fae, to... to Janet?” The tension 
and anxiety was plain in her voice. Steve’s smile broadened. 

“It turns out that someone tried a similar attack in San Francisco a few months 
back, the EMMT’s found an anti-toxin that works very rapidly, very effectively. They 
were able to cure nearly all the poisoned Fae in time. Surprisingly few people want to 
press charges; I guess everyone had so much fun!” 

“And... Janet?” Lily asked expectantly. Steve frowned, lowering his head. A pause. 

“SHE STARTS WORK TOMORROW AT THE GREASED POLE!!!!” he shouted, 
his enlarged and still-erect cock bouncing in his pants. “Fooled ya, for a second!” 

“Wonderful! That's one of the largest strip clubs in the area! I know she’ Il be a hit!” 

“Yes, our little professor has grown up now, and accepted her new life as a Stripper- 
Whoreslut. She finally faced the music; she’s joining the 21st Century at last!” 

“FREEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!” declared Carla, or rather, the magical creature that 
had once been Carla. It was so intense, so exciting! She disengaged herself from the 
honeysuckle nectar flowing from Lily’s impossibly productive mammaries, and relished 
the magic coursing through her. Once, she’d been a mere B-cup, but the new Carla 
staggered back against the wall as the magic began its work. In moments, each breast 
was like a small nectarine, small nipples engorged nonetheless. Within the space of 
five seconds, a wobbling expansion increased each breast towards apple size, then the 
spheres became closer to that of a large orange. Areoles creeping, spreading. 

In the time it took Carla to sensuously rub her hands from navel, to hot pussy, to 
navel again, each tingling tit had achieved grapefruit diameter, and were spreading 
outwards and sideways with increasing girth. The first waves of her new Fae libido 
swept over her, and she began to grind her hips and run hands all over her growing 
body. 
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“I bet she’ ll need some Tender Loving Care when she’s all done slutifying herself,” 
Steve observed, his 10 inches still erect and painfully confined in the pants. A tiny 
pixie with green hair perched suddenly on his shoulder. 

“You'd better hurry, Stevie! The erection will only last for two more days!” Jasmine said, giggling. 
He turned to the diminutive sprite on his shoulder. 

“You never were under the chocolate poisoning, were you?” There was a *THUMP* 
to the air, as Jasmine used her size-magic to adopt adult human stature. Still gloriously 
naked. 

“Heh! Sorry! I entered the building too late to get the full effect! But I saw what 
was happening!” The pixie’s golden eyes flashed with excitement. “And it was a great 
chance to get some action! How was my act? Did I pull it off?” Mutual nods. “Dr. 
Cummond says I have a knack for theatrics.” Yes, Jasmine was in that special, gifted 
program for wild pixies with Dr. Cummond, or somesuch. 

“AT LAST!” declared the new Carla, apparently ignoring the rest of the conversation. 
“CARNELIA, NYMPH OF THE EMERALD GROVE IS FREE!!!” Her boobs certainly 
were. Unfettered globes of wobbling womanhood challenged the dimensions of soccer 
balls, and as the seconds passed, the throbbing mammaries were gradually growing 
yet larger! Overall, Carla... er... Carnelia of the Emerald Grove, had gained in everything. 
She was taller, more muscled than before, yet by every measure, her womanly attributes 
were beyond human. A shimmering mane of hair with a mixture of colors flowed 
lazily over her head and shoulders. The face was much the same, yet it seemed as if 
she’d suddenly spent five hours with professional make-up artists. The fresh smell of 
spring rain permeated the room, and Carnelia shook out her hair, which glistened with 
all the reds, yellows, and oranges of a forest in autumn. She was not quite like any of 
the Fae, yet also no longer discernibly human. Lily would enjoy seeing what she would 
give birth to. 

“CARNELIA, NYMPH OF THE EMERALD GROVE SHALL NEVER WEAR 
CLOTHING AGAIN! SHE IS UNASHAMED IN HER NUDITY!!!” The sex-creature 
declared. Lily giggled. 

“T 11 talk it over with her later; ahh... the follies of youth!” 


Logie ND 


26 








~ “te 
N 





